
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



LYRICS OF LATE LOVE 

BY ELEANOTJR NORTON 



I 

Beloved, hush. . . . 
Here's music softer than Apollo's lyre! 
For now repeats the liquid-noted thrush 
Those small, delicious, chordless harmonies 

That tremble through the trees, 
And break against the bosom of the briar; 

thou, Embodied Rapture, sing again 
That rounded rhapsody, so rich in pure desire, 
And yet, by love, redeemed from all pain ! 

II 

I did not know the heart could hold 
A pain so dear, a joy so deep, 
That all the past could fall to sleep 

And life become a blaze of gold! 



I did not know a touch could send 
Such sudden glory through the soul, 
That Heav'n and Earth becomes a whole, 

And Love a wonder — without end. 



I did not know the twilight-hour 

Was hung with balm, was paved with bliss, 
Because one mouth's imperious flower 

Slow shaped, and trembled to a kiss. 
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III 

Hush thou thy music, Nightingale, 

Sing not again. 
For she who loved your songs is dead, 
For one beloved heart hath fled 

Its earthly pain. 
Go, lull the waves, enchant the rose 

"With melody; 
Go, sing to those who may not know 
The weight of an immortal woe 

— But not to me. 



IV 

Because I watched, through frozen tears, 

The One Beloved die, 
I shrink before the unborn years, 

The scents of sea and sky. 



For all the visions of the night 
"When we are most alone, 

Of rapture that we have not felt, 
Of joys we have not known ; 



And all the dreams of Love's delight 

And Love's divine distress 
Fade not within the heart that clasps 

Eternal loneliness. 

Eleanoub Noeton. 



